CHAPTER XIII
IT drizzled going through the Channel, but in the Baj
we came out into bright sunshine. The scarred rod
of Gibraltar loomed up on our left like a monumental
stone that an amateur sculptor had been playing with,
We ran to the side to see the silver silvers of flying fish
the smooth black line of a shoal of porpoises rhythmical-
ly diving and emerging, the distant white plume of a
spouting whale. Beneath our feet vibrated tire-
lessly the regular beat of the engines, lulling us into a
beneficent coma.
It was a friendly, one-class boat, with only eight
passengers on board, though there was room for forty.
For the first forty-eight hours it was impossible to say
good-morning or even ask for the bread without draw-
ing a suspicious or disapproving look. Then reserve
broke down, and I was born again, to become the ship's
baby. I ran round the deck hunting deck-tennis
partners* I floundered shrieking in the canvas swim-
ming-pool At all the ports I bought sticky bags oi
bull's-eyes for the placid, broad-faced captain, whc
looked as if he slept with his perpetual cigar in hi
mouth. Everyone teased me. They wouldn't believe
I was married, they said. I was too young.
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